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melancholy? I am so sorry for it, that yon see I
cannot forbear writing again the very first opportunity;
though I have little to say, except to expostulate with
you about it. I find you converse much with the
dead, and I do not blame you for that; I converse
with them too, though not indeed with the Greek.
But I must condemn you for your longing to be with
them. What, are there no joys among the living?
I could almost cry out with Catullus1 "Alphene im-
memor, atque unanimis false sodalibus!" But to
turn an accusation thus upon another, is ungenerous;
so I will take my leave of you for the present with a
"Vale, et vive paullisper cum vivis,"

*FROM CATULLUS. 2

Lesbia, let us (while we may)
Live, and love the Time away,
And never mind what old Folks say.
Suns can set, <fe rise as bright:
No rise attends our little Light.
We set in everlasting Night.

Count me a thousand kisses o'er,
Count me a thousand kisses more
Count me a thousand still, .& then
We'll count them o'er cfc o'er again.
Why should I count? why should I know
How many kisses you bestow?
Tis better let the Beckoning fall,
We'll kiss and never count at all,

i Cat. xxx. 1.                   2 Ib. v.is wrong, and that
